182                  FEVER,  FAMINE,  AND  GOLD
and canter on which the natives base their sales talk
are a snare and a delusion. I think I set a new
fashion in horse-dealing in Pillaro, where I pur-
chased our animals, by always trying out a pros-
pective purchase at the walk. As a rule they are
galloped off in every direction with a tremendous
flourish of tail, hoofs, and dust, which doesn't mean
a thing. When the owners saw me trying out a new
prospect at a smart walk and disappear for several
hours, they were dumbfounded; and for a few days
I made some quite good purchases. But the canny
dealers soon thought of a way that defeated my
ends. Every horse in the whole province that could
walk, but would drop dead if put to a trot, was
brought to me. After much grief on both sides, we
compromised.
By June I2th we were again on the familiar trail
to the Farm of Moya, Guapa, and the Anteojos,
pushing on into that land of false lures and dashed
hopes.
Getting them over the numerous swamps was a
problem which occupied everybody's efforts, and
here Bill Klamroth did fine work. These swamps
are really a. series of tufts thrusting out of pools of
deep mud. A man could cope with them by stepping
carefully from one tuft to another. But, with the
horses, they became a real difficulty. Across the
more extensive swamps we had actually to make
roadways. Timber not being available at that high
altitude, it was necessary to construct improvised